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SONQ OP PEACE. 

BY EOBEKT GILFULAN. 



Awake the song of peace, 

Let nations join the strain ; 
The march of blood and pomp of war 

We will not have again ! 
Let fruit-trees crown our fields, 

And flowers our valleys fair ; 
And on our mountain steep, the songs 

Of happy swains be there ! 

Our maidens shall rejoice, 

And bid the timbrel sound -, 
Soft dreams no more shall broken be 

With drums parading round ; 
No tears for lovers slain, 

From lovely eyes shall fall ; 
But music and the dance shall come 

In halcyon joys to all ! 

The rider and his steed, 

Their path of fame is o'er ; 
The trumpet and the trumpeter 

Shall squadrons rouse no more ! 
No field of vict'ry won 

With blade and battle brand } 
A nobler triumph shall be ours — 

A bright and happy land. 

Too long the man of blood 

Hath ruled without control ; 
Nor widow's tear, nor orphan's sighs, 

Could touch his iron soul ! 
But, lo ! the mighty's fallen, 

And from his lofty brow 
The chaplet fades that circled there, 

Where are his trophies now ? 



Look to the countless graves, 

Where sleep the thousands slain ; 
The morning songs no more call forth 

The stirring bands again '. 
The din, the strife is past 

Of foe with falling foe ; 
The grassy leaves wave o'er their heads, 

They quiet rest below '. 

Sound high the harp of song, 

And raise the joyous strain ; 
But never let war's note be heard 

To swell the chords again ; 
Put all its trappings by, 

Vain pomp of bygone years ; 
To plowshares beat the pointed swords, 

To pruning-hooks the spears ! 

Come, man, to brother man, 

Come in the bond of peace ; 
Then strife and war, with all their train 

Of dark'ning wo shall cease ; 
Come, with that spirit free, 

That art and science give ; 
Come'with that patien t mind for truth, 

Seek it, and ye shall live.! 

The earth shall yield her fruit, 

The seasons forth shall bring : 
And Summer fair shall pour her sweets 

Into the lap of Spring : 
While Autumn, mellow, comes 

With full and liberal hand ; 
And gladness then shall fill each heart 

Through all this happy land. 



Some Service at last. Corporal Streeter says that Uncle Sam's 
militia army numbers 1,739,810 men — most of them far more familiar 
with cornstalks than muskets. "We sincerely hope Ihey will cultivate a 
more intimate acquaintance with the former of these articles. No 
country's liberty can be overthrown, whose militia are armed with corn- 
stalks. 



